GENEVA

THE BETROTHED. What about the dictators, my
lord? Do you really think any of them w[ll come?

THE JUDGE. They are not under any physical com-
pulsion to come. But every day of their lives they do
things they are not physically compelled to do.

SIR ORPHEUS. That is a fact, certainly. But it is
hardly a parliamentary fact.

A telephone rings on the Judge's desk. He holds down a
button and listens.

THE JUDGE. You will not have to wait any longer,
Sir Midlander. [Into the telephone'] We are waiting for
him. Shew him the way. [He releases the button]. The
very first dictator to arrive is Signor Bombardone.

ALL THE REST. Bombardone!!!

The Dictator enters, dominant, brusque, every inch a
man of destiny.

BOMBARDONE. Is this the so-called International
Court?

THE JUDGE.   It is.

BOMBARDONE. My name is Bombardone. [He
mounts the dais; takes the nearest chair with a powerful
hand and places it on the Judge's left; then flings himself
massively into it] Do not let my presence embarrass
you. Proceed.

THE JUDGE. I have to thank you, Signor Bombar-
done, for so promptly obeying the summons of the
court.

BOMBARDONE. I obey nothing. I am here because
it is my will to be here. My will is part of the world's
will. A large part, as it happens. The world moves
towards internationalism. Without this movement to
nerve you you would never have had the audacity to
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